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Zi3S3|| He’s fierce, funny aird brilliant 



Of Geo® C. Scott 


HE DISTINGUISHED 
actress Maureen Staple- 
ton once complained to 
her director, Mike Nich¬ 
ols. that her co-star. 
George C. Scoa. made 
her nervous. “FrarJeW,'* 
she confessed, "rm 
afraid of him." 

“Don’t worry,” Nichols said. "The 
whole world's afraid of George Scott.” 

One thing is certain: Few stars have 
made more effort to guard Ihcir privacy. 
At one time, at his home in Connecticut, 
Scott became so dissatisfied with the 
number of calls getting through his un¬ 
listed number that he disconnected his 
phone altogether. In Hollywood, a ftiin 
producer ones offered a 5 lODO reward to 
anyone w-ho could produce evidence of ! 
having seen, let alone spoken lo. Scott 
at any fashionable occasion or event. 
Tne reward wag never collected. 

Nor is ihsrc any indication that Scott 
has mellowed with age. During thegruei- 
ing 76-day Riming in Yugoslavia of 
Musso/inl, a seven-hour TV miniseries 
to air later this fall—and algo during the 
shooting In London of T/jelasfDaysqf 
Fatron. to be aired early next year— 
imer\'i2wers,bothfOTe:gnanddomescic. 
found Scott Cither "unavailable" or so 
dlRIcult as to make more than one wish 
that he had been. 

1 was thinking such discouraging 
mouglits as ! drove to Connecticut to 
see Scott. I have known George and his 
wife, the fine actress Trish Van Devere. 



BY CLEYELAK 


T/ie actorfdirector 
atJiis home 
in Greeii^’ich. 


for many years. but fondness and admi¬ 
ration for Scori do not necessarily less¬ 
en apprehension. Indeed, the more 1 
thought about it. the more I fell that the 
better part of valor might be lo tele¬ 
phone to confimi my appointment. 

“Who the hell is it?" came the unmis¬ 
takable gravel rasp—the same one that, 
issuing from Scon's General Patton, had 
stopped the German panzers at the Bat¬ 
tle of the Bulge, "Oh dammit it to hell." 
he said- "I’d forgotten all about you." 

Warmed fay tiiis welcome. 1 made my 
way to Scott’s residence, a handsome, 
old-fashioned mansion in the e.xtremeiy 
un-actorish communitv of Greenwich. 
CLOSE GATE AFTER ENTERING 
AND LEAVIi^C. read the sign on the 
huge wTought-iron gate. Anempting to 
do so, 1 managed, in shuning the bolt 
with my right hand, to give my left a 
thorough mashing. One-lindcd. 1 drove 
to the front of the house, where Sect: 
himself stood on the wide stone steps 
together with one of the largest mastiffs 
I have ever seen. .Master and mastiff 
surveyed me. Both were growling. 

Getting cut of the car. 1 had only u 
moment to reflect on why it is that peo¬ 
ple either choose dogs that look like 
them to begin with or else grow to look 
like them dogs—or is it the dogs that 
grow to look Tike ihem? For the fact was 
chats mountain of a mastifi'—one bear- 
ineadisiinctresemblanceto Mr. Scott— 
was now bounding toward me. 

"Nice doggie.” I said, extending r 
last good hand. 

"Don't 2 ivc him (hat mice dog 
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